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O how canst thou renoance the boundless store 
Of charms which Nature to her votary yields I 
The warbling woodland, the resounding shore. 
The pomp of groves, and garniture of fields ; 
All that the genial ray of morning gilds. 
And all that echoes to the song of even. 
All that the mountain's sheltering bosom shields. 
And all the dread magnificence of heaven, 
O how canst thou renounce, and hope to be forgiven ? 
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PREFACE. 



The poems coniained in this little volume, were 
writteq at different times and fdaees ;--«>many of tkem 
9everal years ago ; and before I had any idea of ever 
seeing them in print. The greater part however have 
been composed more recently, during some leisure 
hours which have oooasionally presented themselves. 

Having been flattered by the opinion of more than 
one Individual of acknowledged talent, to whom I have 
shewn several of tbes^ poems in manuscript, I feel to 
be at least in some measure encouraged in now ven* 
turing to submit them to a more extended perusal : 
and for the distinguished and flattering support with 
which I have been favoured, and which the list of 
Subscribers annexed to this volume will evince, I beg 
leave to express myself most highly and gratefully 
indebted. 
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If the following pages shall convey to the mind of 

the reader any impressions, virhich shall influence him 

to look with increased admiration upon the beauties 

of the external world — if they shall awaken within 

him one pleasurable recollection, or one admonitory 

thought — if they shall excite in him any additional 

feeling of sympathy and love for his fellow-creatures, 

and induce him to look up with an increase of vene- 

\ ration and gratitude to the great Fountafn of every 

; [ blessing, the highest object of the author will be at- 

' i tained : and it will afford him the truest satisfaction to 

reflect, that he has been in any degree instrumental in 
[ exciting within the breast of another, a disposition to 

! ;; that train of thought and feeling, upon the existence 

I i: 

j ' of which, he discovers his own happiness most inti- 

mately to depend. 
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— — — ' " pirting dty 

" Dies like the dolpltin, whom each pang imbues 
" With a new coloar at it gasps away, 
*' The lut still loveliest, till— 'tis gone— and all is gray." 

Btbom. 



What time the god of day descending low 
Lights with his latest beams the mountain's brow — 
MThen modest twilight with her silent train 
Spreads out her silvery mantle o*er the plain 
Joyous I sing : for oft at close of day 
Through ways remote from man 'tis sweet to stray. 
To taste the joys that meditation knows 
When Nature all is sinking to repose. 



EVENING. 



Now, while I roam -with pensive steps, and wide. 
Through the lone vale or o'er the mountain's side. 
Or bend my devious way in thoughtful mood 
Beside the stream that murmuring threads the wood. 
Come, sacred Truth ! impart thy heavenly fire. 
And guide my hand to touch the trembling lyre. 



Alone, iir'mlenlj'igreve,jor. valley green. 
When) purple ^EvcBisig paints the blushing scene — 
When westemifaillJi'i^alf veil^tLe seiitiiig ^sun, 
And lengthea'd ahiadows ;0'«c ithe^ valley irun— 
Who hath not view'il withtrapturB«bfaknii|geye 
Thrp|igh>ttwilighli's aneilithe glory of.ithe sky ? 
Who hath not mftrkfd thej landscape's lordly glow — 
Nor felt the soul w^h>genial waarmth'o'ea'flow? 



EVENING. 



E'en now the setting i^unfivith. ruddier blaze 
Low-hovermg oVr the hill his orb displays ; 
The mislHclad mountain w^ars a dcher h ue — 
The mead luxuriant gleams with pearly dew — 
A lovelier verdure dothes the smiling earth, 
Amdibatoiy odour^ kindle into birth. 
The landscape glitters .wide — the flaming west 
In Nature's gay magnificence is diest. 
And sun-tipt clouds that skirt th' illumined sky 
Float slowly round m borrow'd brilliancy. 
Fair laugh the: hiUs ; rocks, wooda, and mountains 

gleam ; 
Bright is the Village sjpire — the dancing. stream ; 
The green hill-side with bleating flocks is gay, 
And the blue distance melts in mist away. 

b2 



EVENING. 



Oh ! for the hand of Claude, whose art divine ^ 
Bade the bright scene in native beauty shine : — 
Beneath whose magic touch, rock — valley— hill 
Sprang into life, obedient to his will. 
Frequent at Eve, in fair Italian groves. 
Where virgins danced, and shepherds sang their loves. 
While o*er him fancy waved her magic wand 
Th' enchanted canvass breathed beneath his hand. 



Now, while the mists and balmy dews of Even 
Float o*er the vale, and chill the breath of heaven^. 
Hark ! how the echoing vale responsive rings. 
As light of heart the peasant blithely sings ; 
Or shepherd tuning shrill his rustic reed, ^ 
Slow drives his weary flock along the inead': 



RVENIN6. 



A lengthened group, one bare-worn track they keep, 

0*ec heathy knoll, rich vale, ot sunny steep ; 

Till in the distant fold securely penned 

Close couch'd they rest, while deeper shades descend. 



Meanwhile, all jocund on the village green. 
Where the dark chesnut spreads a shade serene. 
Arranged in many a group of motley hue. 
In crimson vest, straw hat, and bonnet blue, 
^ith blooming cheek, and pleasure-beaming eye. 
And hearts as cloudless as the summer sky. 
The village youth in rustic mirth unite 
And hail returning Eve with fond delight. 
Wide through the vale the shouts of joy resound — 
The Evening breeze re-echoes them around ; 



8 EVENING. 



And hill and oliff the mellow note9< proton^ 
0£ lowing herdsyiaad shepherd^s rustic song. 



Glad vcho fills th^ groves-^a thousand throats : 
Pour forth at once a band of heavenly notes : 
Hark ! from the i>lossom*d 4hom and tangled bush 
Bursts the wild music of the spotted thrush ; ' 
The linnet sings; the lark ascends on high, • 
And carols loud his evening minstrelsy ; 
The ring-dove woos her mate*; and ^eiy grove 
Breathes the soft notes of harmony; and love. 



Calm rests the :8arfBce of the ehrysitallake^f. 
Its slumbering waves no restless, breee^s wake i . 
Warm'd by the western: jfty»> owe Jiving Aiafiis ... 
Of light it gleams — one burnished breadth of glass. 
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Low in its lucid depths -reflected 9ee 
Th' invert^ forms, of mountain, tower, and tree; 
Its sloping bankiwith knolls of vivid green 
And shrubsadorn'd^ in me^kery there 'are seen. 
And heaven's- bine '^anUwith'tieryfragteenCs strewed/ 
Glows in its chrystal bed^ with light subdued^* 
There the'wild swan her silent reign assumes, 
Erecty with gleeful neck, and glossy plumes-; 
With her fair form the silver flood' impr^tr* 
Yields gently rippling, to her heaving^ breast,/ 
As circling proud iirith wings of doirhy .white' ^ . 
She hails the . mell0w*d.£vetuiig*t|t golden ilight; /. 
And frequent there at twilight's dusky bdur 
The mallard dashes high the sparklifig sho^lrer^ — 
Or plunges in the flood — or buoyant rides; 
And plumes with busy care his painted sides. 
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But slowly now the fading light recedes 
From mountain tops, and dew-enameird meads : 
A duskier hue descends — the length'ning shades 
Steal o*er the hills and clothe the silent gladcH. 
No more the glittering west attracts the eye 
With streaks of gold : — a dim obscurity 
Steals o*er the face of things : — each songster now 
Attunes his mellowed warblings faint and low ; 
While rooks slow-wheeling through the dusky sky. 
Seek their tall nests, and clamour as they fly. 
And hark ! the village clock from yonder tower 
Tolls with reluctant tongue the drowsy hour : 
Scared from his dark retreat, (where ivy clings 
About that mouldering porch), on flitting wings 
The bat now sallies forth, and sails around 
In mystic circles o*er the hatlow'd ground. 
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Mark those rude elms that cast a fearful gloom 
0*er each low grave and consecrated tomb : — 
Oft, as he journeys by, the peasant sees 
Some fancied image through the waving trees; 
Strange sounds are heard, — and spectres oft repair 
At fall of Eve to dance and revel there. 



Still, and more still the voice of Nature grows. 
And wider spreads the blessing of repose. 
His task of labour done, the joyous swain 
Bends slowly homeward o*er the furrowed plain ; 
Now up the hill he winds — now joyful sees 
The smoke high curling through the tufted trees ; 
Lo ! there half-seen the straw-thatched cottage peeps 
Within whose walls his infant beauty sleeps. 
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And constant, to ber task^ the busy daiiie^, 
Sings o*er the wheel or feeds the. dying flame. 



Now rests, th^ iandst'ap^^ lovely, calnsi and ^tiil ;. — 
Mute is the shady groye-^the heath'cla^hiU^ 
And echo in her wide aerial .ifou«4 
Scarce whispers back one solitary sound. 
Nature, jus sunk i)a 3leep7--not e'en %. breeze 
Bends the light grass,^ nor.r.ustle(^,thiH)4jgh<th(2'4rce3. 
No busy voice pf fn^^-rjuo song pf bird 
Save the .lone»pIaij\t;Pf philpmel is heard : . 
She, lovely cbai^lf^, all iheMye-l9ng(4ay,. 
Sits mi^t^y sad^.and fQedi,i^tes h«r hy\. 
At Eye.shc,3ing|*,al9P|e;.And,aU »ight.-l^^ ., . 
The woods re-ispho.witb |ier. plaintive. «oug. 
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Hail, mips^rel bi^d !r-r)ov^d phUoipe^, b^il T. 
Still let those warbling souods^miiie e^r regale! . 
Sweet is that song,, ^i|d heavenly, Ir-^who can tell 
How witchingly at Eve thy wild not^s sweUl 
Those mellow notes, that like. the gently sound 
Of murmuring waters sweetly steal around. . 



Deep in her sylvan bower^ on SQQLe lop^ .^P^'f^y*^ 
Where the rough pil^rim^^rsurely bends his way 
The gentle mourner sits — no footstep rude 
Breaks the calni i^Uence of her solitud^.: 
Sorrowing ^h^ waits, till Evening's partipjg beam 
Sheds o'er the pqrpled, earth its last faint gleam 
Of shadowy, lustre : — softly then, and, ftlow^^. 
Her liquid notes in trenabling;^^ cadence Qow; 
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Rich as the sounds in lovers' dreams, that fall 

From fairy harps in visionary hall. 

Now burst her heavenly numbers wild and high. 

Till the far hills ring back a faint reply ; 

And now as soft they steal upon the ear 

As though she deem'd some stranger step were near. 



It is a lovely time — when twilight sheds 
Her influence mild o*er mountains, woods, and meads; 
When labour rests, and every beast is laid. 
And each lone valley sleeps in solemn shade. 
Oh ! then bright fancy would I roam with thee. 
Far from the haunts of mirth and revelry — 
Through wild and devious ways — by hedgerows green. 
Where many a silent minstrel rests unseen ; 
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Or where the rugged bank^ abruptly steep. 
Casts o'er the pathway shadows broad and deep. 
There, when pale Cynthia lights her lamp on high, 
And stars begin to twinkle in the sky — 
Ere yet the lingering Eve hath ta'en her flight 
And yielded all the slumbering world to night- 
How sweet beneath th' embowering shade reclined 

To watch the sounds that wake the slumbering wind :- 

« 

The roar of mountain stream — the warbling rill — 
The watch-dog*s bark — the clack of distant mill — 
The village clock — the sheepfold's tinkling bell. 
And breeze that faintly whispers through the dell. 



When thus mefsk twilight sheds a partial gloom. 
There is a vale through which I laved to roam ; 
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With wild-flow^s^eck'd of sweetly vaHed hue 

And ckfthed "whh \vood ;--^a wild stream tnurmers 

'through^ 
A gentle vale it is-^no mountain there 
Lifts its 'proild h^ad to break the scene so fair — 
No rugged 'rook's iirssvage' grandeur frown — 
No fbarnliug toyrentsiall in thander down ; 
Bat'lnll9*off ghicefuifomn and loveliest dye 
Bend-^ntlyfil{^^to mecit the azure -sky ; 
Whosd^tafted' sides the bleating flocks adorn ^ 
And spotted dievds^ dbd&^lds that wive with corn. 
Alonji^that vale fuU.oft i»chiid|kaod^s day 
I stole at Eve my solitary way : 
There^'^vyhen the low 'sun fii^d the western sky. 
Or thetmeefc twilight shed a lovelfer die, 
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Alone, 'vmeen/aiid'gay-iii^oiitiiliil faiooniy 
Moved te'Mrander^ €or it vms^my home. 



Oh home ! blesi sound thai to ^tU' ^ennaptuped (heart 
Sweet dreams of waikiog him must e'er^impart, 
Without thfi joys thy MK^ved Aame-4>estows 
In vaiu tO'iUiafteach -weary day would nAoae ; 
For him in vain £ye*8 liufering ray^ would throw 
0*er the hushM world their vkionary.^glow. 
And twilight's tranquil hour as vainly shed 
Its veil ^f" languid' luetre o*er'hb head. 



Norlete^ when niggard' winter chill and pale 
Had clothed with fleecy snows the Verdant vale — 
When icy gems the withered shrubs emboss'd 
And ever}^ bough was silvered a*er with frost — 
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There, where the leafless willows pendent hung 
Their clustering boughs, with snow-wreaths tliicklj 

strung, 
I loved to stray beside the ice-bound stream. 
Whence the lone heron flew with fitful scream ; 
Or from the rush-grown bank with alders crown'd. 
Where sedgy spears of ice hung glittering round. 
The painted fisher ' rose on rapid wing. 
Or dext'rous snipe, shrill-voic*d and fluttering. 



What! though no radiant beams illume the sky. 
Nor bleating flocks upon the green vale lie — 
Though now the barren heath no fragance yields. 
And drifted snows bestrew the witherM fields; 
Yet still at Eve *tis glorious to behold 
£aTth*s snowy mantle faintly ting'd with gold — 
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To view the landscape coloyrless and bleak — 
The leafless tree-^the sky without a streak ; 
While the broad sun stript of bis gorgeous vest, 
AH red and rayless^ drops into the west. 



Hail! happy Christmas! — season of delight! 
Parent of holiest feelings, pure and bright ! 
Hail glorious day ! when thoughts of mercy vast 
Yield a sweet charm that smooths the wintry blast ; 
While still in fancy's mirror seems to shine 
The signal star that saird o'er Palestine, ^ 
When Juda's land by angel feet was trod. 
And prostrate shepherds hail'd their infant God ! 



Welcome, ye angry gales ! — ye sunless skies ! 

Yc long dark nights that bid such visions rise ! 

c 
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Visions of future blissh—ctf joys that light 
With hope's^ bkst rays dark winter's lingering night. 
And through the glooookthat clouds the threatening sky. 
Guides e en to Heaven the Christiaii*a joyful eye. ' 



Taste then the joys blithe Christmas ean afford — 
Bring the red holly — deck thp festive boards 
Let the loud harp be tuned to loftier lays • 
That breathe to. Heav«n a sacrifice of praise* 
Proclaim Hiaiov^, who left Heaven's bright domain 
In this low world of ,care awhile to reign 
'Mid sin and suffering !^-at whose hallow'd birth 
Death was disarmed, and darkness fled ^he earth ; ^ 
Adoring Nature own'd Heaven's favour'd child — 
Sin shrunk dismay 'd, and sweet salvation sniiFd. 



EVENING. 21 



And when the grateful orison is pour*d 
From soften'd hearts to Israel's gracious Lord, 
Deem not the happy moments idly spent 
If joy overflow in harrnkss merriment. 



£*en thus when winter's chilling gales arise. 
And gathering snows cloud up the darkened skies. 
Still shall the tranquil hours of Eve repay 
With social mirth the labours of the day. 
How happy then, within yon clay-built shed 
(Though mean their fare — with luxury never fed,) 
The jovial swains repeat the rustic tale, 
While laughter loud goes round and sparkling ale ; 
Or to some half -strung lute's discordant sound 
With measured steps they circle gaily round. 

C2 



^2 EVENING. 



Bent o'er the embers bright, with kindling smile. 
The aged father marks their joys the while : 
Full many a toilsome year of sun and snow 
Hath wreath'd with silver locks that wrinkled brow. 
Nor to his age-worn face hath toil denied 
Contentment's placid smile — the poor man's pride. 
And*she, loved partner of his earlier years — 
In grief's chill hour sweet soother of his tears — 
(Though time hath rudely changed that drooping 

form, 
Bow'd by the summer sun and wintry storm,) 
Pacing with tottering steps th' unequal floor 
With trembling hand prepares her scanty store ; 
And lo ! the fruits of labour's honest hoard 
In cottage neatness grace the rustic board. 



EVENING. 23 



And haply when the shrill wind fierce and loud 
Fast whirls the snow-flakes in a thick'ning cload, 
(While the bright taper with enticing beams 
Far through the creviced shutter dimly gleams,) 
The way-worn pilgrim finds a refuge there^ 
Safe from the driving snow and piercing air. 
He, wretched wanderer, friendless and forlorn. 
By fate's stern hand from social kindred torn — 
Doom'd *mid the wintry gales and chilling snows 
In some lone shed to steal a sad repose — 
If chance should guide him to the yielding door 
Which pity opens to the houseless poor. 
How swells his heart to hear that greeting kind ! — 
To mark the smile that speaks a feeling mind !^ — 
While joy, by faltering words but half expressed, , 
Gleams in his eye, by glist'ning tears confessed. 



24 ^EVENING. 



The neat straw-couch and simple rustic fare 
The strani^r gu^t is freely urged to ^aise ; . 
And kindly wekom/d-Hsafi6 from storm and sbowef-^ 
He feels cene^ir'd th^ force of friendship*!? power—— 
Tells of bright 'daya when kindlier fortune arail'd. 
Recounts biiSvWoeSy and paints his ramblings wild ; 
How, 'mong tfie g^)sy tribes^ in wood or gleb> 
He led -his' wandering life remote from men. 
Or tradi'd perchance the boundless ocean's foam 
Far from his woodland haunts and native iiome ; 
And H^ be tells of bcY whbsre eye would burn 
With kindling light to welcome his return, 
Oft o*er his fallen cheek and forehead gray 
Gleams of unwonted gladness seem to play. 



EVENING. 25 



Cheered with his smile, and at his woes distrest. 
The happy iamates glad their wekome guest ; 
Piled on the hearth the cracklii^ faggots blaze. 
While each kind hand officious tare displays. 
And close around the ruddy children press 
With beaming eyes, to share the fond caress. 
Their infant gambob rude and artless glee 
The merry-hearted rustics joy to see. 
And frequent mingling in the noisy game 
Recall the feats that crown'd their youthful fame. 
Thus pass the social hours, till Evening's close 
Invites the toil-worn swain» to sweet repose : 
And breathing up to Heaven the pious prayer 
For mercy, grace, and all-protecting care. 
While the rough winds a wild contention keep 
They calmly rest in health's refreshing sleep. 



26 EVENING. 



If scenes like these the cottage Eveniogs crown. 
Say Muse what pleasures haunt the peopled town ? 
From the lone hamlet with its joys serene 
Turn to the swarming city's gaudier scene — 
Where Wealth and Art their wondrous powers combine 
Life's woes to soften, and its joys refine. 
For Wealth, (though worthless— e'en than nothing worse 
In the gay spendthrift's hand, or miser's purse ; 
Though mean its power by niggard fingers used — 
The source of ill if lavishly abused,) 
When wisely scatter'd from the generous hand 
Like heaven's own dew shall bless the smiling land — 
Unveil earth's bosom — open every pore — 
Call from her treasured depths each hidden store — 
Shall deck with verdure green the barren soil. 
And rouse e'en Science to renew her toil — 






EVENINO. 27 



To Virtue's self unwonted powers impart, 

« 

And summon Genius to the shrine of Art. 



Beneath yon lighted dome's empyreal blaze. 
Though fashion there her broider'd garb displays — 
Though gay luxuriance charms the dazzled sight. 
And mirth and frolic chase the tedious night — 
Not all the glitter nor the pride of state. 
Where bounty dwells not, makes the rich man great. 
But should the kind and feeling heart be there. 
Blest with that wealth which shivering want may 

share — 
That pride misleads not, pleasure ne'er inclines 
To shun the couch where aged misery pines — 
That 'mid the haunts of affluence, still is found 
To strew the golden flowers of wealth around — 



28 EVENING. 



To set misfortune's fated victims free, 

And cheer the. wretched hut of poverty — 

That generous heart, with conscious worth imprest. 

In hlessing others feels itself more blest, 

Calls down the gi*ateful prayer of sufferiiig Fate, 

And neiaps the glory to be ffood and great. 



At close of wintry day — when darkness reigns 
In dreary silence o*er the snow-clftd plains. 
Behold, « afar the lighted city gleams, 
Cbeer'd by a thousand tapers' trembling beams. 
There frolic reigus — there splendour charms the soul — 
In gilded pomp the rattling chariots roll — 
And glittering crowds in gay confusion throng 
Where pleasure pours its sparkling tide along. 



EVENING. 29 



Lo ! there in sceniq gl(yry"e¥er new. 
The stage attractive op^ns to the view. 
While arts unseen di^se an influence round 
Of gorgeous light; or awful gloom profound. 
In mournfid garb the Tragic Muse appears — 
Now arm'd with terror di-ead-^now whelm'd in tears : 
Or else perchance you view the sylvan scene 
Where elves aiid fairies dance *mid forests green ; 
Or humour shrewd, with folly laughing loud, 
Mimicks the world, and wins th' applauding crowd. 



'Tis mirth and pleasure all : — an endless round 
Of joys, that varying still, the more abound. 
And to each laughing eye and leaping heart 
A livelier sense — a brighter tone impart. 









m 



SO EVENING. 

Lo t ID th' iUumiD'd ball in rich attire, 
'Mid diamonds' sparkling ]ig;bt and rubies' fire, — 
Each graceful lobe with nicest art arrang'd, 
And fashion'd still with taMe, though ever chang'd — 
Accompliah'd youth a brilliant group display. 
Versed in each varied theme (bat rules the day : — ' 
What novel scenes the public thoughts engage — 
Who sings the best — who most adorns the sti^e — 
While to the full-toned harp gay troops advaoce 
Of youth and beauty graceful in the dance. 

Meanwhile of loids and dames a coorteoiu train. 
In life's politer laws not sklH'd in vain. 
With converse chaste of books and arts refined. 
And classic lore, unfold th' expanded mind. 



EVENING. 31 



With taste correct the sculptor's works they view — 
Discuss the poet and the painter too— 
Th' inventive powers of art or science scan. 
And hail the light that knowledge yields to man. 
Well pleas'd they mark th' auspicious changes wrought^ , 
'Mong savage tribes, in darker days untaught — 
With joy behold religion's hallow'd ray 
To distant nations work its destui'd way — 
While hope prophetic fondly points the time 
When faith and love shall brighten every clime ! 
Warm in their country's weal they next engage — 
Scan the bright truths of history's pictured page — 
Observe what ills might work their country's fall — 
What virtues best her slumbering powers recall — 
On laws and empires turn the mix'd debate. 
And trace each evil that affects the state. 
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BVBNING. 



Or if the rout or gay assemblj ^lil. 
Thy charms sweet Music o'er the soul prevail : 
Whether from choral bands, or high or low/ 
Slow-warbled wrs in sweet succession flow — . 
While all that beaven-born harmony can bring 
From mellow-breathing tube and trembling strings 
Commingling soft in one harmonioMS whole • 
Like fairy numbers charms th' enraptured soul — 
Or when the rich piano's silvery tone 
Steals o'er the sense, and charms the ear, alone — 
Or softer joys employ thy soothing reign . 
Whrle modest beautv wakes the pensive strain. 



Not less serenely pass the hours away 
Of winter's Eve, far from the bright display 



EVENING. 3d 



Of glittering fashion, in some rustic spot 

Where sheltering tre^s embower my saow-roof'd cot* 

There, while through leafless branches wildly sighs 

The chill rpugh gale that blows from northern skies. 

Let me, retired, the weary hoiits b^uile 

Sooth'd by the voice of Love, and Friendship's smile. 

While wit and mirth with festive joy abide 

The social comforts of the home fireside. 



And not unfrequent by the glimmering light 
Of sage's lamp, at the still hour of night, 
Tis sweet in thoughtful mood to ponder o*er 
Bright scenes of old and days that live no more. 
While thus the soul by contemplation led 
Glances at things forgot and ages fled. 



84 EVENING. 



And restless Faucy with creative eye 

Scans the dark mazes of futurity. 

The Muse perchance on feeble wing essays 

To paint the glorious deeds of former days. 

Or wrapt in thought sublime she soars on high 

To worlds unknown and realms beyond the sky. 



Such varied joys, chaste Evening, ever bring. 
Fresh as they glow'd in life's delicious spring ! — 
Oh gild with joys like these each parting day, 
Till life's dim twilight fades like thine away I 
And while at summer's Eve I linger still 
By shadowy grove, or lawn, or haunted rill — 
While every breeze that stirs the sounding sea 
Wakes the wild notes of Nature's harp for me — 



EVENING. 35 



Be mine no less *mid winter's cheerless gloom. 
The joys of social mirth — the bliss of home. 
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NOTES. 



Note 1, p. 6. 
** Oh/ for the hand of Claude^ whose art divine** 
The inimitable Claude Lorraine studied his divine art in 
Italy I and the exquisite taste, and transcendant truth and 
beauty of his unrivalled productions, and not least of his 
Evening Landscapes, appear to have almost precluded the 
possibility of competition. 

Note 2, p. 6. 
*^ Or shepherd tuning shriQ his rustic reed/* 
The reed or pipe here alluded to, is by no means uncom* 
mon amongst the peasantry of the present day, particularly 
the younger classes. It is, for the most part, formed of a 
hollow tube of elder, or the stalk of the hemlock ; and the 
shrill vrild note it produces, may be heard at a considerable 
distance. 
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38 NOTES. 



Note 3, p. 18. 



t^[ ^^ The painted Jisker rose on rapid wing. 



ff 



The kingfisher. 

Note 4, p. 19. 
I <* The signal star that saiVd o*er Palestine." 

The star that guided the '< Magi/' or << Wise Men of the 
East,'* to the spot where our SaTiour was born, in Beth- 
lehem. 

''And lo, the star which they saw in the east, went before 
them, till it came and stood over where the young <^liil«i 
was.*'--afa«. ii. 9. 

For the circumstances also relatlYe to the appearance of 

f*i: 

1^1 the angels and the homage of tlie shepherds, as alluded ta 

in the two following lines of the poem, see laike, xl. 8P — 16. 
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Note ^, p. 20". 

'< Death was disarmed, and darkness fled the earih.' 

At the birth of Christ, *< Death was disarmed '' of his 

terrors; inasmuch as ''life and immortality" were then about 

to be " brought to light by the Gospel ;" at which tune also 

the dispersion of mental, or spiritual darkness, necessarily 

:!'' commenced. 



NOTES. 3J> 

Note 6, p. 30. 

<* Versed in each varied theme that rules the day,** 

I would not be understood to impute to youth of the 

present age any deficiency with regard to the more solid and 

important acquirements : my object is, briefly to advert to 

the picture of life, as it actually exists. 

Note 7, p. 31. 
** WeU pleas*d they mark th* auspieunts changes wrought,** 
This country has the happiness to reflect, that her endea- 
vours to promote the diffusion of useful knowledge, especi- 
ally that of a spiritual nature, are not confined within her 
own shores, but are gradually, and with no small effect, 
extending their influence to every quarter of the world. 
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STANZAS ON TIME. 



'< Trnditar dies die, 

Novaeque pergunt interirc Lnnac : 
Tu sccanda marmora 

liocas sub ipsnm ftinas; et sepulchri 
Imiqcmor, struts domos/* 

Hon. 



Let mirth be mute — ^let frolic cease. 

And youth its joys forego. 
To muse^ ere weightier cares increase. 

On Time*s eventful flow ! 
Those truths which hoary age imparts — 

Those pictures of the past. 
Should calm the pride of youthful hearts, 

Which must be hush'd at last. 



•14 STANZAS ON TIMB. 

Theu, let them pause, and frequent si^, 

While drops the pensive tear. 
To mark how years unheeded fly 

'Mid folly's mad career : — 
To think — while still the seasons roll. 

In loveliest garb array*d, 
Time clouds the visions of the soul, 

And makes e*en pleasure fade. 



For ah ! there*s nought in this vain world 

That shall not pass away — 
Wealth, beauty, power, to ruin hurl'd 

Shall wither into clay I 
E'en strength must yield, and genius bow 

To Time's all-conqueiring arm ; 
Nor bright nor beauteous here below 

Resists his baneful charm. 



STANZAS ON TIME. 15 

Not all il^e- powers of soul or sense 

Shall his dreJEul path oppose — 
His breath is like the pestilence 

That withers where it goes. 
He pales the blush on beauty *s cheek — 

He blights the flower of spring — 
E*en love*s impassion*d ties must break 

Touched by his noiseless wing. 



Vain are thy dreams of future joy — 

Oh ! think not youth shall last ! 
Lest envious Time thy hope's destroy. 

And memory woo the past : 
Lest pleasure yield to low despair, 

And manhood's swift decay 
Assume too soon the silver hair — 

And thou art swept away. 
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Look back — look back to childhood^s bloom. 

When reason's dawning light 
Broke trembling through thy spirit's gloom. 



I Like moonbeams soft and bright : — 

'\\ jii, 

i 11' i When hope was fresh, and joy was young, 

^;l, ;^f I And youth was in its prime. 

While 8orrow*s cords remain*d unstrung. 

All reckless yet of Time. 



The retrospect how bright ! — ^}et say. 
As strength and passion grew. 



■ ! ( 1 I 

: , Ij iJ! < E'en in thy childhood's happiest day 



When sorrow yet was new — 
Hast thou not known the fruitless pain 

To weep for joys gone by ? — 
And think'st thou they will smile again 



' I [iiijj; When manhood heaves the sigh ? 

■ 'li;' :' 



STANZAS ON TIME. 47 

In vain, to Time if thou would'st pray, 

He heedeth not thy prayer ; 
But urges on thy destined way, 

Through pleasure, grief, or care. 
Then cherish all those joyous hours 

That bless thine earlier ^ears. 
Ere wing*d hy fate the tempest lowers 

And sinks thy soul in tears. 



I saw pale beauty bending low 

Beside the couch of death, 
She wept that o*er a parent's brow 

Had passed Timers withering breath — 
That aught 90 laved should ever die 

And leave her here to mourn, 
Beneath misfortune's angry sky — 

Unfriended, and forlorn. 
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STANZAS ON TIME. 



Time mocks alas, with silent woe 
The dreams of pleasures fled, 



And bids the tear of anguish flow 
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When memory wakes the dead ! 
'Tis Time that digs the narrow grave — 

The weary pilgrim's home, — 
'Tis Time that bids the wild-flower wave 



Above the voiceless torali. 
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I turned me to yon crumbling tower — 

I saw the Spoiler pass ; 
The dial pointed to the hour, 

And Time held out his glass : 
Yon ivy'd arch — yon moss-grown stone 
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The Tyrant's path betray, 
Gray Ruin's realm he makes his own, 
And revels in decay. 



STANZAS ON TIME, 49 

Can wealth restrain his restless wings ? 

Shall power oppose his course ? 
He strikes the palaces of kings 

With unrelenting force. 
Nor vaulted dome his flight may stay, 

Nor sculptor's breathing bust — 
The hero's urn but drops away, 

Commingling with his dust. 



Ah ! what avails the glittering pride 

That fashion's votaries know ? — 
How soon may fortune scatter wide 

The wealth that courts can shew ? 
'Tis wisdom's hallow'd light alone, 

Adorn *d with truth divine, 
Can give a splendour to the throne 

When pomp and power decline. 
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50 STANZAS ON TIME; 

Look back — look back to days of yore — 

To years long hushed in night — 
If deeper yet thou would*8t explore 



\ : ' - ! ' ; Timers wonder-working flight, 

{ ! - , i What varied scenes his path surround 



: ! M : Of baneful and of bright ! — 

; ;i There, cities sunk in sin profound — 



There, empires blest with light. 



*Mid varied shades of good and ill 
The struggling nations see ; 

The victor strives for empire still — 
1 '■; r|: The vanquished to be free r 

Ambition fires the monarch's breast — 
Fame nerves the warrior's arm — 

While misery haunts the captive's rest, 
With care, and dread alarm. 



STANZAS ON TIME. 51 

Lo! there pale Terror shuddering stands 
Where plague and famine rage, 

While kindred tribes with impious hands 
In ruthless strife engage : 

There Sickness writhes in lingering pain- 
There Age unheeded, pines ; 

And Poverty implores in vain. 



Though wealth around him shines. 



Begirt with pomp and pageantry, 

In strength and glory proud. 
Empires and states exalted see — 

A gay and gorgeous crowd. 
The tide of years soon roils away, 

And ah ! how changed the scene ! — 
Thou canst not trace 'mid their decay 

Where grandeur once hath been. 

£ 



M STANZAS OH TIME. 

See tint o'er Juda*s Aivour'd land 

Her rebel children reign, 
(Though led by Heav«n*8 directing hand) 

In regal splendour vain. 
To senseless idols, lo ! they bow. 

While darkening crime succeeds. 
Till, raised on Calvary's fated brow. 

Heaven's hallow'd Victim bleeds. 



From Salem's towers a voice ts heard — 

A wailing sound of woe, 
That breathes of judgment long deferr'd. 

Though Heaven forewam'd the blow : 
There 'mid the wreck of crumbling walls 

Rome waves her fiery brand, < 
And Zion's mighty fabric falls — 

Crush'd by a heathen hand. 



STANZAS ON TIME, 63 

Her houseless children scattered wide. 

In stranger lands must roam^ 
The remnant of their fallen pride— 

A flock without a home : 
The storm-wind sweeps the hallow'd place 

Where sainted feet have trod^ 
And Ruin hath not left a trace ^ 

Where dwelt the fold of God. 



To Grecians realms now turn thine eye 

In that bright age of yore. 
When the fresh wreath of victory 

Her sons* proud temples wore — 
When rich in arts and wisdom's laws. 

And deck'd with cities gay, 

She raised the sword in freedom's cause- 

And tyrants owit*d her sway. 
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STANZAS ON TIME. 



How sad the change that years have wrought!— 



Hush*d is the victor's shout :— 
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Lo ! slavery toils where freedom fought,^ 
And victory urged the rout : 



Where cities once in affluence rose 
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A dreary waste is spread, 
And Ruin reigns in dread repose 
O'er plains where patriots bled 



Ah Freedom ! say, what foe unseen. 

With ruthless hand profane. 
Around thy stately form serene 

First binds the oppressor's chain : — 
Alas ! full oft while Fortune smiles 

And Valour sleeps supine, 
Dark TVeaoAer^ lurks with specious wiles 

To work thy sure decline. 



STANZAS ON TIME. 65 

High o*er the scene of war and waste 

Proud Rome uprears her head, 
0*er ^^ielding realms her legions haste — 

Earth shakes beneath their tread : 
But lo ! a cloud is in the North — ^ 

Down rush th' impetuous foe — 
She trembles at their maddening wrath, 

And sinks beneath the blow* 



Behold her now, by Time decay'd — 

Mark well each mouldering heap : 
Low in the dust her pride is laid — 

Her kings 'mid ruins sleep : 
There, all unused to vows profaiie 

Her voiceless temples stand, 
With breathless idols graced in vain — 

f^'incejight hath bless'd the land. 
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Relics of andent Rome ! that rise 



Like visions of the past, 
And *mid Italia's sunbright ski 

An awfttl shadow cast ; 
Hoary and \At9k I see ye staad-^ 

The wrecks of princely power-^ 
Chaste types of Art*s aspiring hand 

And Glory's transient hour. 



Reader, reflect !-*-nor vainly dream 
(Should fame attend thee now) 

That fortune ever thus shall gleam 
Around thy honour'd brow : 

Thyself, thy country too must pass 

%■ ■ 

Like ail things else away, 
And mingle in the shapeless mass— ^ 
Hung round with ruin gray. 
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Thou canst not tell what fate may bring 

To mar thy country's weal — 
What woes from future deeda may spring — 

What horrors Time reveal : 
The joyons days of Peace may yield 

To scenes oi deadliest strife—- 
A tyrant's arm that sceptre wield 

That guards the subject's life. 



Thus wisdom speaks : — ^yet ktff would still 

Emit a holier ray. 
Far-gleaming through the douds of ill» 

And scattering guilt away : 

A lig^t e'en now is dimly seen 

On distant lands to smile, 
Pour'd forth from ocean's Christian Queen — ^ 

Proud Albion's sea-girt isle. 



I* I 
t: 

I 



f i • 



K 't 






t 



i I 



■ i! ! ' ' ' 
1 I ' I 



* I I 



? -'^ 






1 



■y 



iil'-.: 






-'' ' I' ■.ill, 



■ . ' ■ ! '•'' '■ 



, !■ .■ . 1 ... 

. 1 ■;.; I 






I* 



I ', 1 



,' I 'I 

I. :' .J ,":. ■1; 

i '• i ■l.;l;::'^i• 
y // '■'/■''■// ■'.' 

!,'j!''fl'l.' 

■ ' I ' ti' '"' 

'i If ' ■ : 
I ' '•! ' ■' A ■ 



58 



STANZAS ON TIME. 



For tyranny's dire reign is fled, 
And slavery *s chains no more 
Clank to the care-worn captive's tread 



On Albion's favoured shore : — - 



With freedom and with virtue blest^- 



In arts and arms renown'd^- 



A halo o'er the past shall rest 



While centuries circle roiind. 



Oh England^Ntill be thine the pride — 

The glorious task sublime ! 
Fair wisdom's sacred stream to -guide 

Through earth's remotest clime. 
So shall those truths from Heaven reveal'd^ 

Conducted by thy care. 
Teach e'en th' untutor'd tribes to yield 

In meekness, faith, and prayer. 



STANZAS ON TIME. 50 

That light which iirst on Zion shone 

Shall spread its rays divine, 
Till the vast world its influence own 

And Truth triumphant shine ; — 
Till foes that now thy Faith assail 

Shall turn oh God to Thee ! 
And wisdom o*er the earth prevail. 

As waters swell the sea.''' 



An age so blest — a scene so haUfpit, 

May Heaven vouchsafe to bring. 
Ere Time o'er this fair world of light 

His farewell glance shall fling ! — 
Ere sun, and moon, and stars shall melt 

In one vast flood of fire. 
And while th' eternal doom be dealt 

The universe expire ! 
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00 STANZAS ON TIMK. 



An hour will oone, when God's owa voice 



t i '•'■ ; I ! Shall wake the siumberiDg gme ! — 



When Heaven's loud trump shall bid repoke 

The faithful and the brave : 
When Time, the ruthless conqueror bere 



; :[ : f , Of captive and of crownM, 



Himself 'mid Nature's wreck shall ieeur 
His own funereal sound. 



NOTES. 



Note 1, p. 52. 
** Rome waves her fiery brand,'* 
The city and temple of Jerusalem were utterly laid waste 
and destroyed by Titus^ son of Vespasian, emperor of Rome, 
A. D. 70. The history of this war, with the unparalleled 
and almost incredible sufferings of the Jews, are given at 
length by Josephus : and it appears tttt during the siege, 
whilst the fire and sword of the enemy harrassed them from 
without, plague and famine raged within. 

Note 8, p. S3. 
<< And Rmn hath n»tl^a imee." 
Those travellers who have visited the spot where Jeru- 
salem formerly stood, generally agree, that the few incon- 
siderable ruins which now remain of that once magnificent 
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city, iitiialed is they are in ike midtt of m m^ed and rocky 
desart, convey lo the mind of the spectator no idem of their 
ancient splendonr ; and he can scarcely imagine that be u 
i^aziog upon the spot which fras fonneriy occupied by tk 
city and temple of God. 

Such a description folly accords with our Saviour's pro- 
phetic dennndations, as contained in Maii. xxIt. 1,2; Mmk, 
xiii. 1,2; and iMke, xix. 43, 44, and xxi. 5, 6. 

Note 2, p. 54. 
** Lo! Oanerff tmU where freedam fomgkiJ* 
The Greeks, it is well known, have been long reduced by 
the Tarks to a state of the most abject slavery. Their 
recent struggles for independence prove howeTer, that they 
are not unmindful of their thraldom ; and give h<qpe of the 
re-appearance of -freedom. 

Note 4, p. 54 
<< Dark Treachery Wrke toiih epeewue wUew.** 
Intrigue and treachery appear to have formed a promi- 
nent feature in the subtle and refined 4>olicy of the Romans. 
And in no instance were these qualities more conapiciUMu, 



NOTES. 63 

than in the art which they employed in seducing the con- 
federate states of Achaia to dissolve their alliance, with the 
view to the more complete snbjection of Greece to the 
Roman yoke. 

Note 5, p. 55. 
<< But lo! a cloud U in the North.** 
Alluding to the descent upon Rome of the northern bar- 
barians. The final overthrow of the Roman empire having 
been effected by Alaric, king of the Goths, a. d. 410. This 
prince is represented by historians, as pouring down his 
barbarous forces like a torrent over the fruitful valleys of 
Italy. 

Note 6, p. 6T. 
" Poured forth from ocean*s Christian Queen,*' 
See Note 7, to * Evening.' 

Note 7, p. 69. 
" As leaters swell the sea,'* 
See Habakkuk, ii. 14. 
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SCENES OF MY CHILDHOOD. 



A FAREWELL. 



Scenes of my Childhood ! bright and gay ! 
That strew'd with joy life*s earliest day — 
Ye hills with smiling skies o'erhung ! 
Ye verdant meadows fresh and young ! — 
Where through those wooded vales outspread 
The wild stream warbles o'er its bed — 
Ye hallow'd Scenes ! where lirst I drew 
The gush of feeling, warm and 



06 SCENES OF MY CHILDH001>. 



Where erst (when early hope was fair — 
Uncheck'd by scorn — unscathed by care) 
My constant feet Were wont to rove 
By lake, or stream , or haunted grove. 
For you the Muse with grief sincere 
Now sorrowing sheds the parting tear. 
As to the harp's reluctant strings 

« 

This last adieu she sadly sings. 



Farewell ! ye valleys, groves, and hills. 
Ye chrystal lakes — ^ye sparkling rills — 
Each flowery mead, and tangled dell, 
And all ye bleating flocks — farewell ! 



For me no more the breath of morn 
Shall bathe with dew yon glittering lawn. 
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Where oft alone, at break of day. 
My infant footsteps loved to stray : 
Yon limpid fount — yon cool retreat, 
No more shall form my noon-day seat ; 
Nor the chaste eve again invite 
My weary feet to scale the height 
Of yon green hill, that bounds the west. 
And lifts to heaven its verdant breast. 
And you, ye haunts, where late I stray'd 
Beneath the silver twilight shade — 
Were late I heard the shepherd's tale, 
And wild lay of the nightingale — 
Ah ! many a year perchance will flee 
Ere I once more your shades may see. 
Or stretched beneath their shelter lie. 
Soothed with the wild birds* melody. 
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SCENES OF MY CHILDHOOD. 



Scenes of my youth ! though now no more 
These eyes may scan your beauties o'er— 
Though now my unwilling feet must roam 
Far distant from my long-loved home — 
Still may ye flourish fresh and fair, 
As when ye sooth*d my infant care. 
And live as bright, and look as gay 
As when ye joy*d fond Childhood's day. 



Blow soft ye gales! — ye cloudless skies 
Hang smiliug o'er this paradise ! 
Ye birds, still warble in the grove ! 
Still breathe ye swains the song of love ! — 
Graze ye ^hite flocks on every hill ! 
Ye verdant vales, be fruitful still ! 
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Scenes of my Youth ! full well to you 
The poefs artless praise is due ; — 
Full well, loved haunts, to you belong 
The simple tribute of my «>ng: 
Since every thought that's most divine. 
And virtues that the soul refine — 
All that the dawn of life endears. 
Or glads the soul in after years — 
Those visions bright — those joys intense — 
The fruits of early innocence — 
With every feeling pure and true — 
Scenes of my Childhood ! — sprang from yoH. 
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THE POWER OF AFFECTION. 



A SKETCH. 



Dbbp in yon wioding vale a cottage staDds, 

With Nature's leafy canopy o'erbung : 

Round its neat door, on lattice rudely framed. 

The honied woodbine twines its clustering steins. 

Yielding a fragrant shelter for the bee. 

That oft from flower to flower, with cesseleaa lium, 

Plies with unwearied search his busy task. 

Hard by, a gentle stream with murmuring sound 
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Leaps o*ei* its pebbled bed, and winding oft 
In many a varied form, threads the darlt wood. 



Late, as I pass'd, I marked an aged pair 
Training the sweet-brier and the blushing rose 
To deck their humble dwelling. — ^They had lived 
Full many a year in love's endearing ties — 
Joyful had shared the hard-earned scanty fare 
Of mutual industry. Their hearts had twined 
Around each other; and their thoughts — their words — 
Their wishes, all were one. In weal or woe. 
They felt the same — they shared an equal part. 
Their looks were mirrors, wherein each did read 
With the pure glow of tenderest sympathy 
All that the other felt of joy or grief. 
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72 THB POWER OF AFFKCTIOK. 



Thus lovingly they lived, till age had strew'd 
With silver kaira their venerable brovrs. 
They seem'd methought indissolubly bound ; 
As though not even the rude grasp of death 
I i;|[j : • Could break their uaion. 



^ i fl I And thiiia it was.- 

• '" 1 1 .-1' 



\i |.»; :; It chanced one died^ He who with tender eaie 

It 



Had sooth'd her sorrows, and relieved her wants. 



f: I ■-.■■ Left her tp pine and ktnguisk all alone.*^^ 



To mourn add weep alone ?< — Peuehaiice to die. 
How Goukt she live ?— ^Dodi not the tender vtine 
t^r! i ! That time hath wedded to the stately oak, 

.. ; '■; t : ., 

1| I' Torn from its ancient partner, fade and die ? 
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Ay, and e en so it was with her.— ii&mc? — 
Distracting thought ! too painful far to last. 
She felt, the sacred ties that long had bound 
Their hearts on earth, must drag her to the grave< 
Life had no charms for her : — all she once loved,- 
In him, the partner of her days, was fled. 



With slow and mournful steps I saw him borne 
Up yon steep pathway to the lone churchyard. 
While silently, down many a wrinkled cheek 
Big tears did roll. — Speechless she stood alone : — 
She spoke not — for she felt a voicekss woe ! 
She saw the coffin dropp'd into the grave — 
She saw the cold earth heap'd upon his head — 



THB POWER OF AFFECTION. 



And then, in withering angnish sad and chill. 
With faint and faltering steps traced back her way. 



A few days pass'd : — again the mourners met, 
To shed their warm tears o*er the widow*s grave. 
I saw them bear her from her long-loved home 
To the same earthy house. — I tum'd away ; 
And thought within myself— e*en thus in death 
She rests with him whom living she did love. 



STANZAS. 



Be far from mc the reckless heart 
That neither melts with joy nor woe — 
That heeds no pleasure — feels no smart 
In all that passes here below. 
Ah ! never, .never let me know 
Those Stoic arts that steel the soul — 
That crush its meltings ere they flow. 
And all its tenderest thoughts control. 
Be far from me the look severe ! — 
The eye that never sheds — a tear ! 



What 1 stball we shun deai frieadHhip'u ties— 
The blissful power of love'H soft smile — 
And those suul-sootbiug sympRtbies 
That life's severest woeii iKiguile l 
From pride of heart so base and vile 
Shall we each harmless joy forego ? 
And say, ^all maA his soul defile 
With Ha, aad heed it not? — Ah I no. 
Heave, the cold hea«t I — the look savere ! — 
The eye that never sheds — a tear I 



Oh ! let me still Che blessings prove 
Of friendship pure, and taste refia'd; 
Still let me hear the voiee of love — 
The langu^e of a ieeling mind. 
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Hence ! ye false themes, by pride designed 
To damp the bliss that God hath given — 
To crush those hallowed hopes that bind 
E'en on this earth the soul to Heaven ! 
Hence, the cold heart ! — the look severe ! — 
The eye that never sheds — a tear ! 
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THE PRISONER'S LAMENT, 



I ; !,| i : ' Society, friendship, and love, 



r ! '^ : : Divinely bestow'd npon roan, 

O, had I the wings of a dove. 



How soon woald I Uste yon again ! 



I COWPXB. 

.t 



,1 : 'I ; I once v/vls free, and rich, and gay— 

:] i 1 i . i I once was fortune's favour'd child — 

ii! .1'' ; , • 
'•Ml';: 1 

And splendid pomp, add proud array 
Each lingering moment then beguiled. 
Around my mansion friendship smiled — 
Love, plighted love endear'd my home, 
|. i I ' Nor envy dark, nor discord wild 

Approach'd to damp life's early bloom. 



THE PRISONER'S LAMENT. 79 



But ah ! we little know the doom 

That waits us in the web of fate ! — 

We little dream of ills to come. 

That cloud with woe lifers prosperous state ! 

While thus, with youthful pride elate, 

I smiled in joys delusive train, 

Alas ! — but ah ! neecl I relate 

The guilt that won this fated chain ? 

Nay ! — let that pass ! — enough of pain 

Hath rack'd my spirit's lofty pride ! 

Nor friends, nor home to me remain — 

All, all, save this lone cell, denied. 

And that loved one^— my promised bride. 

Than wealth, than life to me more dear — 

She heard these clanking chains — and died ! — 

And left me lone and blighted, here. 
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They tay the fountain still is clear 
That flows lieneath the grotto*s shade — 
They tell me Uial the playful deer 
Still nimbly bounds along the glade — 
That still at morn the village maid 
Treads the smooth lawn with footsteps light-— 
That wliere the lake's blue depth is laid 
The sea-l>ird still pursues his flight. 
They say the landscape still is bright 
Around the home that once was mine — 
But ah ! it darkens sorrow's night 
To think on joys no more to shine. 
They tell me too 'tis still divine 
To hear at eve the warbling grove — 
And then my bleeding heart doth pine 
O'er the bright dreams of youthful love. 
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But afa ! nought can these chains remove — 
E'en hopes most distant ray hath fled ; 
The prison mvst my mansion prove — 
The cold stone be — my bed. 



SHEPHERD'S SONG AT MORN. 






The morning breaks, and Nature wakeB, 

All beauteous from her sleep ; 
The low sunbeams in silver streuns 

Above the mountain peep ; 
Bright tears of morn bedew the lawn. 

The mist is on the bill ; 
Ah ! who would yet in sleep forget 

A Rcene so calmly still. 



THE shepherd's SONG. 83 

The morn is bright^ and sluggish night 

With all his shades is fled. 
On quivering wings the blithe lark springs. 

High mounting from his bed. 
From earth and sky the minstrelsy 

Of Nature's wild harp flows — 
Shall man alone these charms disown 

All wrapt in dull repose. 



Then let him rest with sleep opprest. 
And let him dream who may. 

Give me to share the morning air. 
And hail the opening day ! 

My task's begun — with rise of sun 
My bleating flock is free ; 

And hastening on, this orison 

Fair Mom, I pay to thee ! 
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THE SHEPHERIK'S WEECOME 



i M THE STRANGER. 



Welcome straii^i:, U^ m^ \iom^ V 
Here the vine and: fo^mnt^ DQsa 

Clustering twine : — eve's tranquil hour 
Invites thee to repose. 



Simple is the shepherd's fare, 
\'}\\:\ Yet contentment marks his lot ; 

Thou my scanty board may'st share 
Freely as my cot. 
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'Neath my lowly roof recUire ; 

Rest thine aged limbs requm : — 
Till the rays of morning shine 

Rest ! Ob rest my sive ! 



I my bleating flock have penn*d^ 
Nature all is resting now — 

Darker shades will soon descend 
And chill thy grief- worn brow. 



Philomel from yonder grove 

Sweetly breathes her plaintive lay ; 
Stranger, let those notes of love 

Chase thy cares away, 
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This rude couch is freely thine — 
Rest thine aged limbs require — 

Till the rays of morning shine. 
Rest ! Oh rest my sire ! 



SONNET ON ***** * 



Dear lost Companion of our happiest hours — 
Friend in our joys, and Partner in our woes — 
Now in the voiceless tomb thou dost repose. 

How do we miss thee in these weeping bowers ! 

Now the fair Spring bestrews our vale with flowers — 
Once happy vale ! where thou did*st love to roam- 
Sighing we gaze on this our long-loved home. 

Mingling the silent tear with April showers. 

But while around these glades pale sorrow lowers. 
And while we sigh for joys no more to bloom — > 

While 'mid the freshness that the spring-time pours 
Around us, we are sorrowing o*er thy tomb — 

We feel the soothing thought, that souls like thine 

Enjoy a happier Spring — immortal and divine ! 






STANZAS. 



Flow om gentle Streun tluoHgh this tinr-^iiidiag « 
Still (Juougb tktae ptea bamka let ihy bcight «^ 
ndl; 
Aid Oil ! let th; mttrteun flovt light oa ttie gale. 
While tbe brigiit dreams of ChildhMMi now trtesln 
my etmll 

'Jf ow oA when Ae moniing eun pe^'d o*e* fbe kiH, 
And the Aem-dtop of fimniDei look'4l bvight m < 



How oft have iny iittUt eiept, lotel; mhI adil. 
Paused near thee to tislen the «b^«Ml'« kind «i 
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In the hot uoou of Summer^ how oft have I found 
Beneath thy green willows a peaceful retreat ! 

LtiU*d to rest by the wild hum of bee8> and the s^oftd 
Of liiy waters tkat temfitiDgly danced at my feet. 



How oft 'mid the sdllness of ere hare i loved 
Along thy cool margin aoheeded to stray. 

While the nigfatittgale's song evtry care bath removed. 
And stole with its sweetaesa my dtaim'd BOid away ! 



Flow on thea £ur Stream through thb far-wiading vale. 
Still through these green baaks kt thy bright 
waters roll ; 
Oh ! still let thy miixmum float light on the gale. 
While the bright dreams of Childhood thus steal 
o*er my soul ! 



SONNET ON SPRING. 



Hail, gentle Spring! fair Nurse of tender flowers— 

Of balmy dews, light gales, and sparkling skies ! 

Hail, happy time ! when love's soft witcheries 
Breathe o*er the throbbing heart their melting powers! 
For oft in genial spriiig-time there are hours. 

When the charmed soul, forgetful of life's woes. 

Sinks like the tranquil air into repose. 
Dreaming of love and bliss. — ^Thy fostering showers 

Fair Spring ! set all earth's fetter'd beauties free. 
And o'er her smiling form do quickly fling 

A vesture green of rich embroidery. 
Studded with gems of wild-flowers blossoming. 

The wild bird's lay thrills lightly through the gprove — 

The earth is fill'd with joy — man's heart with love ! 



TO PIETY. 



[WRITTEN AT THE AGE OF TWELVE.] 



Oh Piety ! thou Goddess ever blest ! 
Lock out my vices — dwell virithin my breast ! 
Rule all my passions with unerring sway — 
Find out my faults, and force them far away ! 
Dwell there alone, thou Mistress of my heart ! 
And let not guilt retain the smallest part. 
Oh ! lift my soul all meaner thoughts above. 
To muse on Heaven, and feel that God is love ! 
With light divine O still my path supply ! 
Guide me through life — and teach me how to die I 



A RETROSPECT. 



WRITTEN ON NEW YEAR'S DAY. 



Again the civdiag year hmik nm 
His aanaal joaniey roand the son ; 
And «till this eaiUi pursues its way 
Along the track of endless day. 
Successive thus roll on the yeurs 
That waft us through this vale of tears : 
And ah ! how swiftly do they pass I 
How quickly runs life's fleettng glass ! 



A RSTllOS?K€T. 03 



Days tfaait are fome now onfy seem 
Like the faint imtige of a dream ; 
And all omr thougbts of joys gone by 
Scarce ptctiire tlieir reality. 



Ah ! who can tc44, tliovgh he hath seen 
Full many a tirae the tender Spring 

Unfokt her t>eanties fresh and green. 
While gentlest showers are glitteriag — 
Or while the birds do blithest sing 

Hath seen the Summer robed in light 
Around her thurasand shadows fling — 

Or yellow Aatiimn waTiag bright — 
Or from the bleak unkindly North 

With pinchiag firost, and ttonb, and blight. 



IM A RBTR08PBCT. 



Hath seen stern Winter hurrying forth 

In chilling robe of white — 
Ah ! who, now these are gone and past, 
Can say he hath not seen hb last ? — 
Or ere again they come and flee 
The grave may not his dwelling be ? 
Since then we know not yet the doom 
That waits ns through the year to come. 
No useless task it is I ween 
To think on that we last have seen. 



What have we said ? — ^What have we done ? 
How have the winged moments run ? 
Hath fortune smiled ? — Hath joy been fed 
With each bright ray that hope had shed ? 



A RETROSPECT. 95 



Ah no ! — full many an useless day 
Unfraught with good hath passed away. 
Or lost in pleasure*s glittering train 
Smiled with the joys that fostered pain. 
That pain is past — those joys are flown — 
Thy rays false hope have vainly shone — 
And in their place we only find 
A vacant listlessness of mind : — 
Vacant, except when memory throws 
A vision dark of sick'ning woes 
Athwart the brain, or the keen dart 
Of conscience wounds the shuddering heart. 
Or fancy shades with clouds of gloom 
Hope's flattering dream of years to come. 
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STANZAS. 



Observe yon cliNidB^ that hiua^ng. glide 

Along heaven's ti»c]|lesft way — 
See» how with fcaquAiit gloom they/ hide 



'j i I ; The glorious^baanift of day. 



Lol npwa^l^awing sun-ray gleammr 
p:!;; • O'er Natur/e's^ face serene — 

Tis fled — and drearier darknesft aeoms 
To cloud the fading scene. 



STANZAS. 97 



So quickly do the shades of woe 
Obscure life's transient joys. 

Too soon alas I each good we know. 
Grief's balefiil cup alloys. 



The sun of life awhile may shed 
Its lustre o'er the soul. 

But all its rays are quickly fled — 
And clouds of misery roll ! 



■^v^w^r™*" 



STANZAS. 



[IN ANSWER TO THE PRECEDING.] 



Oh ! let not sorrow break thine heart. 

Endure it yet awhile ; 
Griers languid hour will soon depart. 

And joy as quickly smile. 



^Tis true, this life*s a chequer'd scene. 

Yet all it brings of woe. 
Makers pleasure's sparkling tide I ween 

In brighter streams to flow. 



STANZAS. 99 



The storm that bends the wild-flower down. 

Yet breaketh not its stem ; 
Soon as the skies have ceased to frown, 

It shines a lovelier gem« 



Then let not sorrow break thine heart. 

Endure it yet awhile ; 
Grief's languid hour will soon depart. 

And joy as quickly smile. 



H 



THE FISHERMAN. 



A BALLAD. 



How gaily glides kit life away 

Whose lot the sea sappKes, 
Who envies not the proud array 

Which fortune him deaies : 
While love serenely smiles on shore. 

Though mean his portion be. 
He craveth but one blessing more — 

The bounty of the sea : 
And happy is the Fisher's lot — 
His bark at sea — on shore his cot. 



THE FISHERMAN. lOl 



When full and fair the tender Spring 

Unfolds her charms to view^ 
And zephyrs fan with silkett wing 

The face of ocean blue. 
Unruffled as that oceaa*s tide — 

From stotms of life as firee^ 
How gaily doth the Fisher glide 

Along th^ tranqvil sea. 
And sweet contentment cheers his lot — 
His bark at sea-^«4>il shore his cot. 



When Summer next o'er hill and dale 

A fiercer light butb shed. 
Full oft before the sultry gale 

The Fisher's sail is spread : 

H 2 



3 THE FISHBRMAN. 

And while the nets all careless float 

Full blest I ween U be. 
As gently rocks bis cradle boat 

iSlow wafted o'er tbe sea. 
And oh ! how happy b bis lot — 
His bark at sea — on ahore his cot. 

When Autumn too with gold doth lave 

The yellow-waving fields. 
Still to his band tbe swelling wave 

A bounteous harvest yields. 
With merry heart he blithely sings. 

From care and trouble free. 
While the light breeze with busy wings 

Upcurls the billowy sea. 
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And plenty crowns the Fisher's lot — 
His bark at sea — on shore his cot. 



When Winter spreads his robe of snow 

0*er all the famish'd land. 
And chilling gales do roughly blow. 

And billows lash the strand ; 
E'en while the gales of winter sweep 

The storms o'er land and lea. 
While foaming billows rage and leap 

He braves the troubled sea : 
And fortune smiles upon his lot — 
His bark at sea — on shore his cot. 



Contented through the rolling year. 
He takes what Heaven bestows ; 




The sea supplies his daily die* 
Mis {'ottage jklda KfMjac 

While thus he sips life's sparkling 
Oh ! «ho more blest than he T- 

Untex'd with eii*y's frown to p 
O'er life's unruffled sea. 

And blessed ever be bis lot — 

His barfa at sea — on shore his o 



THE TRAVELLER'S FAREWELL 



WRITTEN AT THE REQUEST OF A FRIEND, ON HIS BRO- 
THER'S DEPARTURE FOR llfDIA. 



There is a time in |i£p'3 youog drean 
When beauty's charms resistless glow — 
When pure affection's kindling beam 
Makes all th' impassioned soul o'erflow* 
And oft there is a time of woe. 
When those whom love hath bound must part, 
When pangs that love alone may know 
With keeqest anguish wound the heart. 
Then fare thee well ! — the dark blue sea 
Must bear this bleeding heart from thee ! 
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lOe THE traveller's FARBWELI^ 



But though the midnight blast may tear 
The woodbine from the sheltering thom^ 
Its slender stem will yet appear- 
To cling as fast before the mom* 
And thus though fate this heart hath torn 
From lli on earth it held most dear. 
Perchance 'tis left awhile to mourn 
Till time again may bring us near. 
Then fare thee well ! — and speed the time 
That calls me to mv native clime. 



1 



And when the fearful tempest's rage 
Shall dash on high the ocean's foam. 
Still may'st thou every thought engage 
And call my wandering fancy home. 
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And should perchance my footsteps roam 

0*er distant India's sultry shore. 

By morn, or eve, or midnight's gloom 

My absent soul shall still adore. 

Then fare thee well ! — the dark blue sea 

Must bear this bleeding heart from tHB ! 



STANZAS. 



Joy is born to rapid flight — 

Quickly vanish thoughts sublime — 

All we love, though ne'er so bright 
Yields at last to Time. 



Fairest flowers spring up to fade — 
Brightest hues but bloom to fly — 

Loveliest birds that haunt the shade 
Sing their time — and die. 
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Stateliest trees soon feel decay — 
Art's proud works not long remain — 

Wealth and grandeur waste away — 
Glory— ah I how vain I 



Mightiest beasts give up their strength — 
Reptiles yield their venom'd breath — 

Man — Heaven's noblest work, at length. 
Owns thy power — Oh death ! 
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REFLECTIONS ON AFRICA. 



Beneath dread Afric's burning skies^ 
Where mortal foot hath never been, 

I . 

! ' 

o K: .:; What dark stupendous shades arise ! — 

M 1 i What trackless deserts lie between ! 



' Ij'f ' ! In those drear wastes how many a thing 



Of nameless form still roams unknown — 
How many a bird on painted wing 
Doth cleave the sultry air alone ! 



REFLECTIONS ON AFRICA. Ill 



Warm*d by the sun*s resplendent rays 
What fearful tribes of reptiles swarm ! 

The snake his venom'd tongue displays, 
And hissing rears his horrid form. 



'Mid tufted grass, or noisome weeds, 
Lurketh unseen the deadly asp — 

E'en now perchance some victim bleeds 
Beneath the boa's* mighty grasp. 



The lion roams in kingly pride — 
The tiger fierce in ambush lies — 

And through the forest echoing wide 
Resound the fell hyena's cries. 



* The boa constrictor, or ox serpent. 
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The furious whirlwind's raging blast 
Impetoout hurls the snnd on high. 

And giant forms of awful cast 
Stupendous move amid the sky«* 



Yet o*er those deserts Ueak and hare 

Smiles the bright sun 'mid cloiidles« skies ; 

And balmy winged gales are there 
That well might breathe of paradise ! 



Would that some pilgrim's venUiroii» feet 

O'er all those trackless plains nuglht roam- 
Explore each dread and dark retreat. 
And trace those winding rivers home. 



• The ifvhirlwind «r MMt of the Atscrt, whieh it ivecaliar to hot en 
climates, is described as terrible in the extreme : sometiraGs tearing a| 
j»and into the form of hage pillars, M^hich are driven onward by its fo 
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Oh Nile ! dread Nile, whose waters roll 

A mighty torrent to the sea ! 
How frequent bath my ardent soul 

'Mid fancy's wanderings turned to tbee ! 



The travler oft hatb sought the source 
That pours from far thy golden ilood — 

Oft hath he traced thy devious course 
And by thy glittering margin stood. 



Say, hath he fmnd the secret spring 
That feeds thy wikily-ru^ing tide ? 

Or didst thou faithless visions bring 
To mar his toil, and mock bis pride ? 
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Perchance in some sequestered dell 

As yet by mortal eye unseen. 
Forth springing from its chrystal well 

Rolls thy bright flood 'twixt mountains greei 



And you, ye wondrous piles/ that stand 
The hoary sentinels of Time ! — 

That long have braved his vrithering hand. 
And still in grandeur rise sublime ! — 



The suns of centuries yet may shine. 
States may decay, and empires wane. 

Ere ye shall waste in slow decline 
Atid mouldf-r into dust again. 
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Whene'er ye meet the pilgrim's eye 
These mournful truths ye still recall — 

* Wealthy Power, and Grandeur quickly die — 
* Their works but live to mock their fall/ 



Ye bring the scenes of ages fled 
Back to the soul on fancy's wings. 

Imparting still this warning dread — 
' Behold the sepulchres of kings 1 ' * 



* The pyrai&idt are rappoeed to have bee9 built by the iMraelitet, 
wring their bondage, at sepalchret for Uie kingi of Egypt 




LAPLAND. 



Lapland ! dread region ^ eternal 

Of mighty cataracts, and froECB lakes. 
And mountains hoar, and icy rocks that lift 

Their gHttering summits 'mid thy sunless skies f — 

Oh rigid land ! where gloomiest shades arise 

Of the dark yew-tree, and the waving pine. 

How bleak in thy chill wintry vest art thou. 

While not a sun-beam cheers thee ! — What are thine 
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Dread laod of deaolatian ? — Haat thou aught 

Amid thy wild wastes, and thy snow-clad hills, 

Can tempt the trav'Uer'a wandering feet so far 

From the fair proapecU of aerausr shorea t 

Yes — while the wintry blast around thee roars 

In wrathful cadence — while th' eternal war 

Of the rude blustering winds howls round thy rocki — 

E'en while the sun withdraws his cheerful rays. 

And Nature withers in thy parching clime — 

Thy desolating wildness how sublime ! 

How awful to behold the huge white bear. 

Fierce as thy storms, o'er thy wide deserts prowling I 

To hear the grim wolf, as he scents the air. 

Hungry and ghaunt, o'er thy chill mountains howling! 

How wonderful to see those dancing lights,*' 
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• riic mion lioicalii. 



WhoM rainbow hues illnme-thy long cold Digh 
With betUQ* of brightncM ? while to fancy's si 
Those glassy pimucles of wondroiw form — * 
Old as creation^H^ildren of the storm — 
That 'mid thy cold ekiea lift dieir awful height, 
With turret, tower, and faattleineDt do seem 
IJke the gay fabric of a fury dream. 



And then thy sona — a bold and fearless race 
(Though low of stature, aud of aspect wild,) 
To their bleak bills and deserts reconciled 
Pursue with eager feet the daogerous chase. 



LAPLAXD. IK' 



Or with the rough fur-coat wrapp'd dusrlv round. 
Oft in the rude-built sledge with rapid pace 
0*er the steep mountain's side they dart along. 
Fearless and happy ; — while around them blows 
The keen north-wind, strewing their trackless path 
With new-created hills of drifted snows. 
Or oft in light canoe with dext'rous hand 
Swiftly they glide along their ice-bound seas. 
And with sure aim hurling the fatal spear 
Pursue the mighty monsters of the deep. 



Such Lapland! such, (with thousand nameless things 
Of awful cast,) the wildly-varied scenes 
That 'mid thy bleak and chilling regions meet 
The traveler's wondering sight. — And who for these 
Would not awhile withdraw his dazzled eyes 
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Fron the gay scenes that milder dimes adorn ? 

The sun may rise resplendent with the morn. 
And tinge the orient sky with rosy hue ; — 
The noontide ray may glitter on the lawn. 
And balmy evening bathe the earth with dew; — 
Yet, though such lovely scenes may oft have smiled 
Where'er the pilgrim yet hath bent his way — 
Lapland ! thy savage beauties — stern and wild — 
With joy sublime and rapture shall repay 
Him who with venturous feet o*er thy dread waste 
shaU stray. 



THE HOUR OF WOE. 



Oh ! leave the violet in the vale ! 

Oh ! pluck it not for me ! 
But fetch me now some floweret pale 

That sorrow^s type may be. 
Sing on thou lonely nightingale 

From yonder sheltering tree. 
Still let me hear thy plaintive tale 

Till grief my heart shall flee. 
Come, types of grief, and sounds that flow 
From BadneM I — ^'tis the hour of woe. 



182 THE HOUR OF WOE. 



Oh ! leave the sweet rose in its bed — 

The rose so henh and fair ; 
Full soon 'twould droop its beauteous head. 

Placed on this breast of care. 
No — nought that is to beauty wed 

Can bloom and flourish there ! 
Then twine for me the night-shade dread — 

Meet emblem of despair* 
Talk not of beauty now — ah no ! 
It is the sickening hour of woe. 



Oh ! leave the jasmine in the bower — 

The primrose in its shade ! 
Cull not for me one beauteous flower 

That blossoms in the glade. 
For ah ! grief's venom'd sting hath power 

To cause e'en brightness fade ; 



THE HOUR OF WOE. 123 



And sadder grows pale sorrow^s hour 

When beauty is display'd. 
Then mock me not with beauty now — 
It is the sick'ning hour of woe. 



Nay, mock me with no beauteous sight. 

For nought can pleasure bring 
To this wrung heart that feels the blight 

Of its own sorrowing. 
Sing on thou lonely bird of night — 

Thy mournful numbers fling 
Still on mine ear : — 'tis pale starlight 

Oh ! gentle mourner, sing ! 
Come, types of grief, and sounds that flow 
From sadness ! — *tis ihJt hour of woe. 
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THE BEGGAR'S REFLECTIONS 



Now in the east the wintry aiorn dotii rise. 
And o*er the emrth the drifted snows are spread, 
I, a poor wanderer beaeath th' inclement skies, 
From the straw pallet lift ny trembling bead. 



No home is mine — no sheltering cottage lends 
Its friendly hearth to cheer my tottering frame, 
To me no loving partner's social care extends. 
No smiling infant fondly lisps my name. 



• Suggested by ** The Beggar'a Petition.' 
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I once had friends : — a flower-deck'd garden graced 
My rural cottage, and aflectioo smiled : 
Friendship, and mirth, and love the weary moments 
chased, 
Sooth'd all my woes, and every care beguiled. 



But fortune frown'd-*-and speedy was my fall : 
My tender wife with sorrow pined away— ^ 
My pratUing infants died — and now bereft of all, 
'Tis Heaven alone directs me where to stray. 



But ah ! can I, the meanest wretch on earthy 
Think Uiat the God of Heaven will pity me — ^ 
When men of great renown, and kings of princely birth 
Before His mighty sceptre bend the knee I 
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Yei — He nho clothes the lilies of the field, 
And feeds the ravens in their airy nest. 
Will guide the pilgrim's steps, and still with food ^«iH 
yield 
A tatter*d garb — a lowly place of rest. 



Kind Heaven shall still exalt the poor and meek, 
And with His bounteous hand the hungry feed ;— 
He succour still will lend to those who humblv seek, 
With grace to help in every time of need. 



For thUf though keen the wintry morn may rise, 
And drifting snows blow round my aged head, 
ril gladly wander forth beneath th* inclement skies. 
And rise rejoicing from my lowly bed. 



TO MELANCHOLY. 



Dear Melancholy ! heavenly Maid I 
Conduct me to the silent shade 

Where meek Retirement dwells : — 
By some bright streamlet^s chrystal spring, 
Whose waters faintly murmuring 

Burst from their secret cells. 



Oh ! guide me to some place remote — 
Some calm retreat, where mortal foot 

Hath never dared to stray — 
Where scarce the lone owl makes her nest, 
Nor e*en earth's wildest thing hath rest — 

'Mid hoar rocks moss'd and grey. 
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STANZAS. 






And when the day that shall repay 

Your care, with fortune smile. 
Return renown'd with blessings crown*d 



' t 



To greet your native Isle. 



Meanwhile receive, and oh ! believe 
Our wish for you sincere — 



1 !^ ■ ' 



That you may come rewarded home. 






And meet us happy here. 
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A VISION. 



Methouht I found a beauteous flower, 
All blooming, bright, and gay ; 

I cherished it one transient hour. 
And then, 'twas torn away : — 

'Twas torn away — but with it yet 

My hope was fix'd—^my heart was set. 



Another quickly found that flower 

Still blooming in its pride. 
In vain he used each soothing power — 

It withered, droop*d, and died. 
For ah ! it could not soon forget 
That first fond heart that loved it yet. 

K 



■« eulleM glory clad ; 
And there, throughout th' eternal hour 

It Uvea — uo longer ud. 
Sweet flower I I CMDUot Uiee forget : — 
Through virtue's paths I'll s^ek thee yet. 



A SKETCH. 



** Yet snch the destiny of all on Earth : 

" So flourishes and fades majestic Man. 

" Fair is the bad his vernal mom brings forth, 

" And fostering gales a^ile the nnrsHng fan. 

" O smile, ye heavens, serene ; ye mildews wan, 

" Ye billing whiiiwinds, spare his balmy prime, 

** Nor lessen of his life the little span." 

MiNSTBlL. 



In childhood's day I knew a boy 

Whose bosom glow*d with youthful gladness. 
And all his thoughts were thoughts of joy» 

And nought could tinge his brow with sadness. 

K 2 
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And yet a wayward child was he — 

He fled the liauots of noise a:id folly — 

His soul's great |tleasure seeni'd to be 
The silent joys of inelanclioly. 

Full oft alone in pensive mood. 

Through wild untrodden path-ways slrayiuj 
He sought the cool sequester'd wood 

When eve her glory was displaying. 

He loved to gaze on Nature's face — 

To view the landscape brightly glowing — 

And through its shadowy course to trace 
The chrystal river gently flowing. 
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The grove, the lake, the wooded dell. 
The flowery mead white flocks adorning — 

Green vales where twilight loves to dwell,* 
And hills that catch the clouds of morning : 



And villages^ and distant spires. 

And scatter^ huts through green trees peeping; 
Shades where the weary swain retires. 

And torrents down the rough rock sweeping — 



These charm'd his eye— for well he deem*d 
Such fairy scenes life's richest treasure ; 

Nor less soft Nature*8 music seem*d 
To fill his ardent soul with pleasure. 



• « Where twilight lorei to linger for twhilc." 

Bkattie. 
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The hum of be€>--iiie wild bird's song — 
The rippled stremiliy and briMte light-sighi 

The low of cattki loud and long^ 

And rocks and echoing hills replyiBgu^ 



All. all did breathe a secret chmrm — 

His soul Was fixed on heavenly nittsuig — 
And o*er his heart a holy calm 
K; :; Was spread^-^he rays of joy diAning. 



But skies that doiKUess are to day. 

May sweU with threat'ning stonas to tnonN 

And youth's bright visions fade away^ 
And feel too soon the touch of sonow* 
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Thus, ere the boy to manhood grew, 
His winged hours of bliss had vanish'd— 

Each dream of jcfy that once he knew 

Far from his sorrowing breast was banish'd. 



They whom his heart had ever ioved — 
Whose counsels he had fondly cheriih'd — 

Unkindly oft tibat heart reproved 

Where not one ray of love had perish'd. 



Then dark misfortune quickly came. 

His brightest hopes in gloom were shrouded — 
And while he nursed love's secret flame. 

Heart-wringing sorrows round him crowded. 
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The band of iickness brought him low, 
Aod slighted love a cloud threw o'er him ; 



And now he walks this world in woe- 



While not a sunbeam breaks before him ! 



Yet still in humble hope he lives — * 

And still his prayer is breathed to Heaven ! 

While every wrong his soul forgives. 
He prays that all may be forgiven. 



(•.; , 






* Since these stanzas were written, the lodtvidval to Mrhom they 

has ccKsed to exist. 



STANZAS, 



WRITTEN AT THE COMMENCEMENT OF THE YEAR. 



Now Time renews his toil again. 

With mirth and frolic crown'd — 
Though now no v^dure decks the plain. 
And angry Winter holds his reign 
All clad in hoary snows profound : 
Then let the merry rebec sound. 
Till through the festive hall the joyous notes rebound. 
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Deceinl)er*s nighU so chill and dark — 

December's nights are past ; 
But feed, yet feed the dying spark. 
For still at sea the little bark 
Is hurried by the northern blast. 
While trackless snows are drifting fast. 
And o'er the earth a dark and cheerless gloom is cast. 



But soon will come the joyous Spring 

In milder robes arrav'd ; 
Gay Summer too will quickly bring 
Her beauties forth, and round us flin^ 
Her vesture green of light and shade : 
And next, bright Autumn, bounteous Maid ! 
O'er all the smiling world thy glory is dis[rfay'd. 
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Till, clad in glittering garb df snow, 

And borne on pinions dread — 
Bleak Winter, fiercest Season, thou. 
Raising thy stern relentless bix>w 
From out thy cold and sunless bed, 
0*er the dani|i earth again wilt spread 
Thy desolating reign, which now ere long is fl«d. 



Yet welcome Winter ! for thou hast 

Amid thy howling storms. 
Beauties, which thoHgh of stenwr cast, 
Fill the charm'd soul with Miss as vast. 
As do those fair bewitching ibrais 
That the bright sun in Sumner warms-- 
That bloom in gentle Spring or A«tuma*« dazzling 
cfaams* 
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I love to hear thy savage notes 

Moan through the forest cleep-^ 
I luve thy sullen voice that floats 
Along the vale, or upward shoots 
And bellows round the rocky steep — 
And thy loud blasts that rudely sweep 
O'er the rough sea, while with huge flakes the cold 
clouds weep. 



'Tis sweet to watch the cheerful fire 

When evening shades advance ; 
Or while the merry-sounding lyre 
Attunes to mirth each trembling wire. 
To mingle in the mazy dance — 
To mark the beaming looks that glance 
From beauty's eye, or hear the woful tale of chance. 
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And oi't by gleaming taper's light. 
At night's dark hour 'tis sweet 
To yield to fancy's airy flight 
Through unborn regions of delight ; 
Or with fair history's page replete, 
To think on those we ne'er shall greet — 
^hose forms no more shall live, but in the mind*s 
conceit. 



Winter, once more 1 welcome thee ! 

For ere thy reign be o'er — 
Ere thy chill snows and tempests flee, 
Another opening year we see. 
With promise bright as those of yore — 
Blest with the kind increasing store 
Of Him who guides the rolling year for evermore ! 



STANZAS FOR MUSIC 



'Tis sweet to roam the woods among 

When summer months are g^y : 
'Tis sweet to hear the night-bird's song 

When evening dies away. 
Tis sweet to view the rippling strMun 
Dancing beneath the moon*s pcile beam. 
Or stretohM on flowery bank to dream 

In the blithe month of May. 
But sweeter far these joys shall prove 
When hallow*d by the smile of knre. 
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Sweet is the gentle breath of morn 

When falls the vernal shower. 
And loveliest tints the hills adorn 

At evening's earliest hour. 
The rainbow's varied hues how bright ! 
How sweet the whispering breeze at night ! 
How fair the twinkling stars that light 

Heaven's wide-extended bower ! 
But sweeter, fairer, lovelier yet, 
The face where Friendship's smile is set. 



The silver stream that winding flows 
Through flowery meads is fair ; 

Soft is the blush that paints the rose 
In morn's refreshing air : 
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Blithe 18 the wUd lark's eariy Jay 
That welcomes in the opeoing day— 
As to the cloud he soars away 

O'er valleys rich and rare. 
But yet all these how far above— 
The voice and smile of youthful love ! 



STANZAS FOR MUSIC. 



I'll think of thee when morn is spreading 

Her rosy light o'er land and lea ! 
Ill think of thee when noon is shedding 

His hot beams faint and languidly ! 
When fragrant dews of eve descending 
With twilight*8 deeper shades are blending. 
The silent joys of love befriending, 
Oh ! then I'll think of thee 1 



t • I 
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I'll think of thee, when lightly sailing 
The moon is up, and shadows flee ! 
When eve's sweet songstress sadly wailing 

Attunes her warblings wild and free ! 
When night his silent watch is keeping. 
When from the sky the stars are peeping, 
In the still grove when birds are sleeping. 



Oh ! then Fll think of thee ! 



1 1 ' 



rU think of thee when meek and lowly 
To Nature's Ood I bend my knee — 
When prayers of fiuth and malina holy 

Ascend for grace and mercy iWie ! 
When my calm*d soul with fttith is gloifving- 
When hope her heavenly light is throwing, 
And love and sacred joy bestowing. 



Oh ! then 1 11 think of thee 1 



ADMONITIONS 



Alas ! that man, whom reason's ray 
illumines, should so widely stray, 
And turn from virtue's spotless way 
To vice and sensuality. 

Ah ! little thinks he of the hour 
When every sense must lose its power — 
When life*s declining storm shall lower 
And hasten his mortality. 

L 2 
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*Tif imt that nuyi ihoald live cmitest, 
Eigojiig all that HeafCA hath wtnt. 
Not aooniiig hanakw nwniiiieBt 

Nor Uithe ooKTivialUj. 
Bat 10011 depart life's flattering jogrs — 
Gay pleasure soon itself destroys — 
And oft perchanee the banquet's nmne 

But hastens nian*s mortality. 



While urged by passion's madd'ning dreams 

He tastes of every joy that gleams. 

Full oft down pleasure's treacherous streams 

He floats to immorality. 
Then let him ever bear iu mind 
The heart to pleasure is inclin*d. 
And every passion unconfin'd 

Conducts but to mortality. 
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Oh ! let him, while from day to day 
He basks in pleasure*s glittering ray. 
Reflect, that what must pass away 

Is nothing in reality ! 
And may he ne'er this truth forget — 
That holier joys await him yet, 
If with firm hope his heart is set 

On Heaven and immortality. 



SONNET ON AN INFANT. 

Fair spotleu bud of pure affection's bliss. 

That wak'st to birth a father's holiest feeling— 
WinniDg with cherub smiles a mother's kiss. 
And itroniise fail of future worth revealing ! 
While down my cheek joy's rapturous tear is steali^ 
To Heaven each fervent wish is breathed for thee— 
With prayer, and faith, aod humble hope appeal^ 
To Him who guides thy being's destiny 1 
Hay pure impassion'd feeling ever be 

The inmate of thy breast ! — may evil never 
Assault thy young heart in its infancy, 

Nor fate*> rough hand thy kindlier fortunes sever! 
Hay wisdom, worth, and sacred Truth unite 
To smooth life's devious track, and gild thy pathoi' 
light I 
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PARAPHRASE OF ECCLESIASTES.* 



Chap, xii, Verses 1 — 7, 



In the days of thy youth oh remember 

Jehovah that reigns in the sky ! 
Ere old age in its wintry December 

Creep on, and thou wither and die : 
Ere the years of life's troubles approach — 

Ere the last days of sorrow draw nigh — 
Ere the soul-freezing winter of life doth encroach. 

Oh ! think of thy Father on high. 



* In the following sUnEas It U simply intended to embody the general 
meaning of the verses referred to. To have given in rhyme a more close 
and mlnnte Paraphrase of each verse, would have diminished the effect of 
the impression, and rendered still more feeble the attempt at venMoation. 



15B A PARAPHRASE. 

Ere tbe dsji of tbj' plenmire be pant — 

While the lun Bbeds arooad thee his li^ 
Ek tbe ibidows of darkncBs be caat 

O'er thy path id the dulneM of Dig;bt — 
While the moon and tbe stan from above 

Shed o'er tbee a lustre so bright, 
Oh ! deny not Jehovah the tribute of love — 

A tribute so dear in his «ght. 

Ere the heart-rending evils of age 

In awful succession attend — 
Eie Uiy sorrows do balm can assuage. 

Nor relief to thy misery lend — 
Ere thine arms no assistuice can yield, 

And thy knees in their weariness bend — 
Eie the vigour of youth be no longer thy shield. 
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, Ere thy bread be consumed with pain — 

Ere thy cup be replenished with care*— 
While the strength of thine eyes shall remain, 

And no dimness their vision impair;— 
Ere thy neighbour shall fasten his door 
And leave thine old age to despair— 
Ere the joys of the banquet delight thee no more, 
Think of God, and of evil beware! 



While yet the low voice of the bird 

Disturbs not thy nightly repose- 
Ere those sounds which with rapture were heard 

In thy youth, all their sweetness shall lose — 
Ere thy footsteps be fearful and slow — 

Ere life's evening its blossoms discloie — 
Ere thy strength to the lightest of burdens shall bow. 

Think of Him who each blessing bestows. 



168 A PARAPHRASE. 

Even now, ere desire shall fail. 

And the strength of thy youth be no more— 
While life's pleasures unsullied regale 

Oh I think of thy God, and adore ! 
For man joumies fast to hb grave — 

His pilgrimage shortly is o'er — 
In the cold tomb of death thou no longer shalt crave 

Those pleasures that charm*d thee before. 



Then think thee betimes of Jehovah ! — 

Ere death rudely severs the cord 
That unites thee to life, oh ! discover 

The way and will of the Lord I 
For when all thy senses shall perish, 

Men will stretch thee beneath the cold sod ; 
And though mourners on earth may thy memory cherish, 

Thy spirit must fly to its God ! 



PARAPHRASE OF LAMENTATIONS. 



Chap, i, Verses 1 — 7, 



How mournful is Zioo ! 

How sunk in her sadness t 
How silent the city 

Where lately was gladness ! 
The mistress of nations — 

The joy of the earth. 
Is widow'd, and weepeth 

In ruin and dearth. 
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She weepeth by night. 

And her cheeks are all wet ; 
The sun of her splendour 

In darkness is set ! 
Her friends are departed — 

Her lovers are flown — 
And Zion lamenteth 

In sorrow alone ! 



For J lid ah is captive — 

She serveth the foe — 
She findeth no rest 

From the depth of her woe ! 
To fly from oppression 

She longeth in vain — 
Ah ! when shall she live 

In her splendour again ? 
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Her feasts are forsaken — 

Her ways are forlorn — 
Her gates are deserted. 

And Zion doth mourn ! 
Her priests sigh in sorrow- 

Her virgins do weep — 
Her affliction is heavy — 

Her bitterness deep ! 



The foe proudly vaunteth — 

She beareth the yoke — 
The Lord's righteous anger 

Her guilt did proToke : 
To the land of the victor 

Her chiklren are gone, 
In the fetters of thraldom 

That guilt to atone. 
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A PARAPHRASE. 



Oh, daughter of Zion ! 



How faded and dead 



Is that halo of beauty 

That shone o*er thy head ! 

Thy princes all houseless 
Are fled like the roe. 



Without shelter or shield 



'Gainst a merciless foe. 



In the time of thy sorrow 

Oh Salem, how k<een 
Was thine anguish to think 

On the days thou had'st seen ! 
All wither'd and gone 

Were the joys that once blest — 



And thy heathen lords mock'd 



At thy Sabbath of rest. 



THE DELUGE. 



Dire was that age of old. 
When God to Noah told 

His anger dread : 
Terror her flag unftirFd 
Wide o'er the trembling world 
Whilst Heaven's just vengeance hurPd 

Wrath on man's head. 

M 
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Heaven** streamiog windows rent — 
Shook the wide Armament 

To its broad base : 
Fast at C}od*s ang;ry frown 
Pour d the dark waters down. 
Nature was overthrown, 

Nought knew its place. 



Nature so fair and bright, 
Back at the fearful sight 

Shrunk with dismay : 
Rock, hill, and valley green 
Roird the dark flood between, 
Swift o'er earth's verdant scene 

Sweeping its way. 
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Then burst in chorus loud 

High through the streaming cloud 

One scream of woe ! 
Guilt shrieked in wild despair-T- 
Madness was laughing there- 
As through the darkened air 

Stalk'd the grim foe. 



Vain was thy strength, oh man 
God urged his righteous plan 

With his strong hand : 
Vain was the mountain's height — 
Vain the swift eagle's flight — 
For that dread tempest's might 

What could withstand i 

M 2 
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BeasU 'mid the forest wide 
Howl*d as the swelling tide 

Rush'd o'er their path : 
By that rude toiTent's shock 
Torn was the rugged rock — 
Lo I the affrighted flock 

Scatter d in wrath ! 



Thus forty nights and days 
Heaven His dread power display: 

Death rules the storm ! 
Till to the streaming sky 
Swells the black deluge high : — 
Where shall the sinner fly ? 

Lo ! his pale form ! 



THE DELUGE. 1«7 



Borne on those waters dark. 
Safe rode the happy ark. 

Heaven was its guide : 
Though the flood deeper grew — 
Though the storm fiercer blew — 
Safely that happy crew 

Stemm*d the rough tide. 



Lo t 'mid heaven's dawning light, 
On wings of downy white 

Hies the blest dove ; 
Till with the olive green 
The gentle bird is seen — 
Earth's bosom glows serene, 

Heaven smiles above. 
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Soon o*er the bounteous earth 
Fresh verdure wakes to birth — 

Joy dawns again. 
List to the loud acclaim-— 
* Praise to Thy holy Name ! 
' Lord may this grateful flame 

' Rise not in vain ! 



Thus from the altar's smoke 
'Mid wreaths of incense broke 

Songs of sweet praise : 
E'en to the listening sky 
Swells the glad symphony-^ 
* Lord of all majesty, 

'Just are thy ways! 
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* Thou who art God alone ! 
' Humbly before thy throne 

* Thv servants bow : 

* Accept, oh righteous King, 
' This grateful offering 

* Which thine own creatures bring ! 

* And hear our vow ! 



' Thou Lord art ever good — 
' In the deep water-flood 

' Thou wert our Friend ! 
' Lord I now on bended knee 

• We give all praise to thee — 

* Thine shall the glory be 

* Time without end I ' 



HYMN FOR MORNING. 



Now swiftly dy the solemn shades of night » 
And days young beams o'er half the world are ste) 

While earth exulting hails the glorious light. 
Let suppliant nations, at God's altar kneeling, 

Proclaim His praise, and own His wondrous pow< 

Who watch'd their slumbers through the midnight I 



Father supreme ! Thy Name be ever blest ! 

Thy goodness is throughout all time extended : 
Thou wert our Guardian in the hour of rest,. 

When sleep's soft balm upon our souls descend 
Danger approached not — evil came not nigh 
To vex our dreams, for Thou wert ever by. 
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Upon the storm Thou ridest ! — lightnings play 
Around Thy path, and sinful nations tremble ! 

But darkest night to Thee is clear as day — 

Clouds may not dim Thine eye — nor sin dissemble ! 

Guilt vainly lurks to hide his lawless ways — 

Shall aught escape Thy penetrating gaze ? 



Lo ! the dark tempest swells ! — the threatening sea 
Lifts to the bursting cloud his crested waves : 

Thy hand is stretched forth — the night-clouds flee. 
The storm is hushed — the winds are in their caves ; 

Ocean's calm*d breast reflects His sovereign will. 

Who said unto its billows — ** peace, be still." 



172 



A HYMN. 



Tbou righteous Sbepftierd of earth's sinful fold ! 
How reckless we of all thy mercies past ! 



Thou from Creation's distant birth hast roird 



This wondrous orb through Heaven's wide circle vast: 
Unmindful ne'er through time's unwearied flight. 
Thy flock to feed by day — to guard by night. 



We feel our frailty, and this truth confess — 
That Thy protecting hand upholds us ever : 

Though worthless we, Thy watchful tenderness 
Speaks to our souls ' Thou wilt forsake us never : ' 

Thy mercy reachcth to the clouds above — 

All Nature owns Thy universal love. 
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The Indian kneeling 'mid the desert bare. 
Seeks not in vain Thy all-directing aid ; 

He sees Thee, hears Thee, knows that Thou art there — 
Above, below. Thy glory is display*d : 

Nor dost thou fail those artless prayers to bless 

That Faith pours forth, e*en in the wilderness. 



More blest! how blest! who kneels on Christian 
ground—' 

His soul illumin*d with Thy Truth diviae«— 
Whose sorrowing heart dissolves in grief profound. 

That Sin's rank tendrils ever there should twine — 
Dark'ning that Temple which thine own should be. 
With thoughts profane, and deeds condemn'd by Thee ! 




IM 



GWiry lo Tlicc, Thou Lor.l ..f life and grace. 
For all Ihc mercies of Thy Kevulatinn < 

Enlhroncd on high in Heaven'" bright dwelling-plac 
Thou lookVlst Willi mercy on Thj fair Crcatio 

And in Tby Trinal gr«atae»s did'st ordain 

To break the fetters of Sin's galling chaia i 



On healing wings the Sun of Peace arose 
To bless with Heaven's own light Truth's earliest 



I 

i 



To chase the doud of Gnilt's unnumbcr'd woes 

And shed o'er all tbe world Hope'a glorious morning : 
E'en Sin knelt down at Virtue's sacred shrine. 
And weeping Error own'd her power Divine, 
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While thus, oh God, before Thy righteous Throne 
We breathe the early tribute of Thy praise, 

Oh ! may Thy gracious guidance still be shewn 
To keep our feet from Sin's unhallowed ways : — 

So shall exulting thousands bend the knee — 

Pour forth glad hymns of praise, and waft their 
prayers to Thee ! 



THE END. 



John Stacy, Printer, 
Old Hay market, Noi-widi. 
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